7'ALES OF DESTINT

" ' O prince of princes, protector of the poor and
oppressed, by the token in your hands know that I
who wear this humble disguise am the son of Mus-
tafa Khan, thy brother chieftain, who craves a
refuge within the walls of this God-guarded citadel.
I am empowered to propose terms which will bring
substantial reward for you and sure deliverance
from the pack of wolves yelping at your gates/
" The youth soon convinced us that he was none
other than he claimed to be, an additional guarantee
to the possession of the ring being afforded by the
full and detailed messages which he brought from
his father. At the council which followed I was
privileged to be present. The son of Mustafa Khan
first recounted the story we already knew, of the
deadly insult inflicted on his father, and then told
briefly the tale of the morning flight and fight. His
fleeing clansmen were now concealed in a gorge not
a mile away, some two hundred fighting men, and
would be glad to join their forces with those of Shir
Jumla Khan, so that they might wipe out the stain
of the dishonour they had suffered* If the gates were
opened to them, they would come to the citadel that
very night.

" But, watching my grandfather's face, I could see
him smiling through his beard.
" ' I want no more mouths to feed, young man/ re-
plied The Tiger of the Pathans. ' But take this mes-
sage to your sire. Let him come here, alone and un-
attended, and thus serve as a hostage for his own
good faith, Then shall we two together concert a
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